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DEHDLME' 



ACROSS THE TRACKLESS PLAINS Of THE FAR WEST. 
THE POtiy EXPRESS BLAZEP A TRAIL OF C0URA6E 
AMP INTREPIP PARING UNPARAUELEP IN THE 
AHNALS OF HISTORY.' THE PONV EXPRESS RIPERS 
EKPUREP UNTOLP HARPSHIP* FOR LITTLE PAY 
BUT THEIR WORX WAS OF IKMEASURABLE HELP IN 
CIYILIZINO OUR FAR WEST' SUNSET CtRSOH WAS 
OHE OF THEM --AMP WE F1HP HIM AMP HIS GREAT 
HORSE. CACTUS. CARRYING THE MAIL. 




,<-#$£ lw*&- 



ITS SUBSETS LAST TRIP FOR THE POKY 
EXPRESS-^ HIS WSTIKATIOM. W6 ROCK 

SPRINGS, IS HEM AS HE THUHPER* 0* 
TO THE LAST WAY STATION BEFORE r— 
STARTING THEFIHAt MSH7 f — —' 

p. _ fc 

THIS IS THE LAST TRIP. CACTUS, LET'S 
AIAKE ITA SIZZLER.' POP HAHHON.THE 
POMY EXPRESS AGENT. WILL BE 
SURPRISEP THAT WE GOT HERE 
SO QUICKLY/ | 
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THAT* 616 TALK.CAR&OH/ PUT | YOU'VE 60T THE PROP 
'EM UP M6T7 YOU'LL «T THE ON ME, MISTER -WHAT'S 
f (ME THING THE OLP MAN frCT |— 1 ON YOUR MINP T 

IF YOU TRY ANYTHING/ 
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STILL 5UFF£«IN« fHOm THf »E*TfN6 THAT j 

woutcve Kiae? ah orpimry man, sunset *■ 
carso« suececpep in hipina into sie rock 

SPBIHSS 
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WE'LL 90 IT IF WE UN KEEP UP THIS 
PACE.TOM.' THE MEN ARE WORKING 
HARP TO BEAT THAT PEAPLMEi 




WHY. IT'S TRIGGER BRONSDN.' THE 
WORLP OWES VOU THANKS FOR 
THIS. SUNSET/ BRONSON KILLEP 



I FI6UREP THAT. TOM- 
WHAT 6ET5 ME 15 WHY 
WAS HE SENT HERE T 




I COULPN'T 5AY FOR SURE. 5UN SET. BUT ILL FINP OUT.TOM--IN THE | 
HE'S BEEN HANGING AROUNP WITH | — 'MEANTIME, I'M MING TO r 
5PAPE 6ILBERT LATELY.' SAY- 
GILBERT WAHTEP TO SET THE 
CONTRACT TOO 'MAYBE HE'S 
THE MAH YOU'RE AFTER. 
SUNSET.' 
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SPACE ik\? 

YOU WERE 
OVER-RATEP/ 
IT LIKE TO 
KILL -IM | 


SPAPE.EH? THAT'S WHAT 
1 THOUGHT.' 1 GUESS ILL 

HAVE TO PAY YOUR' 1 

FRIED? MR: GILBERT 
A LITTLE VISIT-' j— J 
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I PON'T WANT TO TAKE SPACE GILBERT.' 
VOU. MARTHA. MIT 1 r 1 I KNEW HE WAS 
THINK YOU'P BETTER ROTTEN BUT I ■ 



COME ALONG ANP 
iPENTIf r YOUR 
LETTERS- 1 HAVE 

A HUNCH WE'LL 
FINP THEM AT 
SPAPE GILBERTS 

RANCH. 



PIPNT THINK 
: WAS A KILLER 
Of COURSE ILL 
COME WITH VOU. 
SUNSET/ 




THAT'S THE RANCH. ] THAT'S EVEN BETTER- 
SUNSET / I PON'T ,-> WE'LL OET A CHANCE | 
SEE ANY HORSES TO LOOK AROUKP.' 
-MAYBE THERE'S \ 
NOIOFY THERE" 
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TKtRE'S NO OKE YOU CAH'T TAKE 
HEtt.ftMSETV CHANCES WITH MEN 
SPAPE GILBERT LIKE GILBERT, MARTHA 
AW PAWSON rJ-TWrt ORW THE 
CHANCE TO OET ME 
I OUT OF THE WAY- 
i A/IP YOU 




THE FIRST ONE TOLP ME TO K CAREFUL NOT TO 
FALL PEHIHP THE PEAPLINE/ THIS OHE SAYS — 
"ANP GRANT PAWSON.THE NOTORIOUS WIRE- 
TAPPER AHP SLACUUILER.IS KNOWN TO K IN 
OR NEAR SIC. ROCK SPRINGS/ THIS MAN IS A ,- 
KILLER.' YOU ARE t»C>EP TO USE EXTREME 
CAUTION.' ■- THAT'S ALL, SUNSET/ 
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I KNOW THE/ U, 
PE5ERYE TO PIE. 
SUNSET--BUT ITS : 
» HORRIBLE / r 1 



MEN LIKE GILBERT ANP PAWSON 
PIE Y0UN6. MARTHA.' ILL TAKE 
VQU PACK TO THE RANCH. GILBERTS 
CREW HILL MANAGE THESE TWO.' 



THE COMPANY PEAPIWE WAS MET AW THE WIRES WENT 
UP- BUT 5UN5ET CAR50N KFLISEP JOBS OFFf REP BY ■ : 
THEWIORS ANP WESTERN UNION.' MEM OF HIS CALIBER 
AHEfrT Mf ANT TO LIVE i* PEACE/ | 




50 LOWS. MARTHA 
600PBYE.TQM 
BE AROUNP IF YOU 
EVER NEEP ME 
I A6AIN 



VE5. HE'LL BE AROUNP.' WITHOUT | 
MEN LIKE 5UN5ET CAR50N, THE 
61LKRT5 ANP PAW50NS OF 
THIS WORLP WOULP RUN | 
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«flH.' THERE YOU llOHtie, IT'S TH£T 

/we, ive caught X Guy ah oue 
op with yo'Krusr!) ten bucks, ... 

-^«Cm...,IWSOTTO 
TOrtIK Of 

SOOlETHId)'.' 
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5UNSET CHRsn 

/k — GHTEWHV TD OEF1TH ! 
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I HOPE YOU WON'T Think ME 6AP MAHHEREP 
IF I KELIEVE YDO OF THE P0P-6UN.' WtK 

AIM COULP IMPROVE/ I 

1 ■ — r ■ | SUPPOSE YOU 

WANT TO KILL ME LIKE YOU PIP 
MY BROTHER.' I'M ONLY SORRY I 
MISJEP YOU/ 00 AHEAP-KILL ME.' 



NO, EVEN MY WORST ENEMY HAS MEVEE 
SAIP I PICK ON WOMEN/ JUST WWW 
YOU SHOOT AT ME ? 



THEY'VE RIPPEN ft AT NIGHT ANP SHOT AT 
OUR WINPOWS.TRYINQTOfRIOHTENUS a 
OFF/ WE HAVEN'T BEEN HERE LONG »UT I 
IT'S THE ONLY HOME WE HAVE/ 
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THIS IS SUNSET CARSON, GENTLEMEN' IF ANYONE CAN 
STOP THE RUSTLERS FROM STEALING US BUNT. HE'S r 
THE MAN " 



I'VE LOST A THOUSANP HEAP IN THE LAST MONTH/?; 
COLLINS LOST THE SAME AMOUNT. THE OTHERS A 
LITTLE LESS/ IT HAS TO BE STOPPEP OR WE'LL f 
ALL 00 BROKE.' AS SECRETARY OF THE 



ASSOCIATION. (KNOW/ 



OH, WWW THE 0M 
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I'M PRETTY HANPY IN A FUSS MYSELF, BOYS 
6ET 'EM UP- WE'RE GOING TO TAKE A RIPE 
D5EE THE SHERIFF. 



SOMETHING'S fUHNY. MISTER.' 
THAT FELLOW'S CHIP BOLTON/ 
HE WORKEP FOR CAPMAN LAST 
I HIARP.' THERE'S TUCKER MOW: 




I JUST PICWP UP THESE THREE 6RANP- — — 
CHANGE ARTISTS, SHERIFF .'THEY WERE -w«— 
WORKING ON TUCKER CAPMAN'5 ?EEF.' JjL 1 -. 



$0 6UNSET CARSON CAUGHT YOU THREE 
RUNNIN' BRANPS ON MY RANCH. 
SEE THAT YOU GET WHAT'S COM1N 
TO YOU 



;h.' ill r 

OMiN' r-f:.; 
^ caVtS 



THE TRIO WAS CHARCEP WITH RUSTLING 
«IP JAILEP-WH1LE SUNSET CARSON 
WATCHfP TUCKER CAPMAN 9UILP UP 
THE iEUEF THAT THE RUSTLER OANG 
WAS BROKEN UP WITH THEIR ARREST. 

THERE '5 NOTHIN.'MORE TO WORRY 
AIOUT. BOYS/ SUNSET CARSON PIP A 
TERRIFIC JOB BEING IN' IN THOSE 
RUSTLERS/ WE PON'T KEEP 'IM 

ANYMORE.' r~I V 

I HOPE YO'RE ' — i 
RIGHT. CAPMAN / J 




THAT WAS FINE WORK. CARSON.' THERE'5 
NOTHIN' TO KEEP TOU HERE NOW .' IF WE 
HAVE ANY MORE TROUBLE, WE'LL SENP r 
FOR YOU/ 
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NOT Ht.GAPHMi. I'M OQtHO TO REST UP. 
I PtP«-T ASK TO COME HERE "YOU CENTS 
INVITEP ME.' NOW, ILL 5TICK AKOUW FO* 
i AWHILE/ 



5UNSET C«MX'S USUALLY F 
n«ePATTHAT--AHPCAPMAtiFJ 
SELF LPWIHB IHTO EVES A " 

PDN'T CALL Mt THAT.' I'VE OOT A PRETTY 
0007 IPEA WHY YOU WANT TO OET RIP Of 
ME. CAPMAN/-BUT ILL K AROUNP WHEN 
THE FUN BE0IK5 TO POP/j ' 
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MORE THAN A THOUSANP STAMPEPIN& CATTLE THUMPER 
THROUGH THAT NARROW PASS "WHILE " 
FEVERISHLY OH SUNSET'S WORPS — 
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Sunset Carson 
Turns Detective 




Alvin Brock was the type of man who 
rarely betrayed his feelings. The five years dur- 
ing which he had been warden of the State 
Penitentiary had taught him to mask his emo- 
tions. The day they hung Five- Finger- Pete, the 
warden merely puffed on his cigar. And when 
Lon Parker failed in his prison break and land- 
ed in a barrel of rainwater the warden casually 
remarked, "Put him in solitary for a month, on 
bread and water." 

But just now the warden was all smiles. 
Standing in front of htm was the most famous 
and fearless man of the west. Extending his 
hand, the warden greeted him, "Good to see 
you again, Sunset. Last time we met was at Fort 
Jackson when Chief Little Water was on the 
war path. What brings you here? Personal visit 
or is it on official business." 

Sunset came right to the point. "I knew 
Paul Cornell's father. Before he died he asked 
me to keep an eye on his son. Believe me I 
was shocked when Paul was tried and convicted 
for the murder of his mine partner* Too bad I 
couldn't be at the trial. 1 was busy with those 
rustlers down the border.. However for the last 
month I have been doing some checking on my 
own and 1 am convinced beyond a shadow of a 
doubt that Paul is innocent." 

"They almost lynched Paul and now you 
tell me he didn't commit the murder of Ed 
Devery. Can you back that up?" challenged the 
warden. 

"You bet 1 can," snapped back Sunset. "It 
looked like a cut and dried case. They found 
Paul in the office with his six shooter in his 
hand. Paul was unconscious from a blow on 
the head. Next to him was the body of Devery 
with a bullet through the heart. Paul claimed 
he heard a shot and rushed into his office. 
Someone struck him on the head and he was 
out cold. Unfortunately everyone in Gainesville 
knew Paul and Ed had had a terrible quarrel 
over the mine. So with bad blood between them 
things certainly looked bad for Paul." 

The warden was the type of a man who 
could always remember the main issue. "But 



how could you prove Paul was innocent?" 

"That was very simple," explained Sunset. 
"Doc Jones dug Ed's body and extracted the 
bullet from his heart. It was a round .50 shot 
which probably came from a single shot ball- 
and-cap pistol. Paul's gun was a .45 Colt which 
uses a different type of slug on its cartridge 
head. I explained this to the Governor. He gave 
me a pardon and I'm taking Paul out of this 

It was good again to breathe the fresh air 
of the outdoors. Paul was about twenty-six, 
heavy in frame, with brown hair and jet black 
eyes. His face was still somewhat pale as a re- 
sult of his imprisonment for half a year. Astride 
the horse Sunset had provided for him, he tried 
his best to find words of thanks. "If it hadn't 
been for you I would be rotting inside that 
place for the rest of my natural life. But' why 
are we headed back to Gainesville?" 

Sunset Carson felt it would be best to re- 
veal his purpose. "Every one in town now 
knows you have been pardoned. The word has 
been spread that we both have an inkling of 
who it was that framed you. That ought to 
make the real killer a bit nervous and anxious 
to put both of us out of the way. Thus I want 
to force him to show his hand." 

For a week the two traveled slowly over 
mountains and plains until they were within ten 
miles of their destination. There was a small 
wooden bridge over Matty's Creek. It was just 
wide enough for the two horses to make it side 
by side. Paul's horse was slightly in the lead 
when the planking gave way. "I'm falling," he 
shouted, "the bridge is going down!" 

Sunset's trained horse reeled with its fore- 
feet high in the air. For a moment it looked as 
though horse and rider would also plunge into 
the creek below. With an iron grip Sunset held 
the reins and pivoted his horse to the left. He 
saw Paul struggling in the water and being car- 
ried by the swift current to the falls which were 
just half a mile away. Sunset raced his horse ' 
along the banks of the creek. His right hand 
went for his lariat. Swinging the-, rope over his 
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bead he shouted at the top of his lungs, "Calch 
it Paul!" 

There could be no second chance. Paul 

reached for the rope that landed just ahead of 
him and grasped it tightly. Sunset pulled the 
young man ashore. Paul was shivering from the 
water as well as from the shock. '"You just sit 
down on this ground. I'll build a fire and make 
you some coffee. Then you rest a bit while your 
clothes dry out," said Sunset. 

When Paul opened his eyes again it was 
morning. "There 1 might have been except, for 
you," he said as he pointed towards the falls. 
"A terrible accident I want to forget." "That 
wasn't an accident," corrected Sunset. "While 
you slept I did a bit of looking around. The 
under beam was sawed through. An old saw did 
the job. Had one broken tooth and two bent 
teeth. Left their marks on the beam. There def- 
initely is someone who wants both of us out 
of the way." "I guess that means the fellow is 
nibbling at the bait you are offering — human 
bait," suggested Paul. Then he asked, "What 
happened to my horse?" Sunset's face clouded. 
"Went over the falls and was killed. We'll 
have to ride double into town. Where's the 
first stop?" 

"I guess wc ought to stop off at my old 
mining shack. Steve Sullum, my old mine mana- 
ger, is still there. He stuck with me through 
everything, I sold him my interest in the mine 
to raise money for my trial. We ought to be at 
the shack in about two hours," said Paul. 

Smoke rising from the chimney informed 
Sunset and his friend (hat someone was in the 
shack. They dismounted and knocked on the 
door. "Come on* in," a heavy deep voice called 
out. Steve Sullum was in his late thirties, me- 
dium built, with black hair. He had a limp and 
Steve nodded his head in bewilderment as the 
two crossed the threshold. Then a welcoming 
smile appeared on his face. "Glad to see you 
Paul." Turning to Sunset he added, "Mighty 
nice to have you here Mr. Carson. Whole town 
is talking of how you got Paul free. Sit down a 
spell while I rustle up some grub." Paul was 
soon seated before a table while Sunset went 
outside to look after his horse. His eye spotted 
an assortment of tools at the side of the shack. 
He picked up a hammer, a plane and a saw. 
Then he dropped the tools back into the box. 
He knew he would have to plan his next steps 
very carefully. He returned to the shack and ate 
some flapjacks with Paul. 

When the food had been eaten Sunset de- 
cided to make a change in his plans. His eyes 
had noticed something around the edges of the 
boot soles on Steve's shoes, "i suppose you 



really know the reason why Paul and 1 are 
here?" he began. And without waiting for any 
reply to that question he continued. "1 know the 
identity of the man who killed Ed Devery." 

Steve's breathing became heavier and more 
pronounced. He backed up to the side of the 
shack and sat down. His right hand reached out 
for a heavy silver-topped cane which he shifted 
to the side of his right foot. "You know the 
identity, of the killer?" he managed to get past 
his lips. 

Sunset riveted his eyes directly on Steve. 
"Sure, I know the name of the killer. I'll admit 
I don't know the motive. The- killer is the same 
man who hoped the two of us would plunge to 
our death when the planking on the bridge 
gave way." Sunset stopped as though to give 
time for those words to sink in. Then he went 
on. "At least you should have seen that not a 
bit of sawdust remained on the edges of your 
shoes. I think I can convince any jury that it 
was your saw which did the job. 

Steve held the handle of the cane so that 
it faced Sunset. The top had sprung aside. 
"There's a heavy ball in this gun-case," he 
warned. Drop your gun belt." To Paul's sur- 
prise, Sunset followed orders. With Sunset's gun 
in his hand, confidence came back to Steve. 
"I'm going to kill both of you," he announced, 
"and I'll bury you deep in the mine shaft." 

'Before you kill us, any objection to telling 
why you murdered Devery?" asked Sunset. There 
was a short hysterical laugh and then Steve be- 
gan his story. "I found a vein of pure gold in 
the shaft we use as a storeroom. I wanted it 
for myself. When Ed and Paul quarreled 1 fig- 
ured it was my. chance to put Ed out of the 
way. Wasn't sure of how it would work out, I 
killed Ed with a ball from this gun cane. ( saw 
Paul coming into the shack from the window. 
Hid behind the door and hit him with the 
cane. Then I took his gun and fired one bul- 
let down into the mine shaft. Next I doubled 
back to town for supplies so I wouldn't be 
around when things happened. Now I'm going 
to kill you." Steve fired twice — and nothing 
happened. Sunset's fist connected with his jaw 
and Steve slumped down. Bewildered at the turn 
of events Paul's mouth opened. "I took out the 
shells when I was outside the shack," explained 
Sunset, "I knew he was my man." . 

Warden Alvin Brook didn't bat an eye as 
ihe Jrapdoor was sprung and the- noose tighten- 
ed around the neck of Steve Sullum. Sunset 
had only one remark to make, "When a man 
kills for greed he often signs ihis own death 
warrant." —Harold Gluck. ^ 
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HUH, HEYPKOS.' HOUJ COW AU TH' PtRTy i 
6M.S IS A'STAWDIWOUERTHERE ADMIRING J 
VO: INSTEAD OF ALL AROUWD YOU fl'SftZlf" 
INTO VOUR BIG BLUE £y£S AW ASTROKIP 
YOUR HAIR.'.'.? 
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OW.' OOTCHf 
HUP.' MtP!^M.+ 




,THI S IS UHUT W U6HTY (./'( BO'S J GOOD WORK PfCOS.' 
T^^3^^gV_G£T JHET P06 JTHATS "FURIOUS FATSO' 
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A COWBOY WESTERH FEATURE 




WELL. HOWDY FOLKS. FRIENDS CALL ME THE OLD PROSPEC- 
TOR I VE BEEN ALL OVER THE WEST SEEN FAMOUS WESTERN 
PIONEERS AND LIVED IN TOWNS THAT WERE ONCE FILLED 
WITH PEOPLE AND ARE NOWGHOST TOWNS." I'D LIKE TO TELL 
YOU ABOUT A PLACE THAT'S KNOWN TO NEARLY EVERY ONE. 
IT'S CALLED DEATH VALLEY, A PLACE WHERE DEATH LIVES.' 
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i am this is'scotty's castle 

sftuateo neatc vmheoe '(s-rape 

. ■.= :-■.-:•. opens into 

EATH VALLEY ITlS SAID 

) COST QVZR*2 000,000 j 

k TO BtJlLpr injT 




AND HERE LIES THE TOMBS OF ■ 
TtMMY DAYTON AND SHORTV 1 
HARRIS. BOTH BURIED IN THE 
I VALLEY THEY LOVED SO WELL. 
WAL I OOESS THAT'S ABOUT ALL, 
FOR NOW, SEE YOU AGAIN. 
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DENVER MUDD 



AND 
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GOOD GOSH BUSHEY/ SOMSTHIM'T HEU ,H£W / 
MOST B£ WROM6IW YOUR ATTIC.' I DOW'T JUQGE 
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f WHEOJ.' THAT TOOK MY LAST \ 
I OUWCE 0' STR£WOTH,..BUT AH ) 
^— 1_ F£fl BtnTR M3W,' / 
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lift. 



REDUCE KEEP SLIM AT HOME 
WITH RELAXING, SOOTHING MASSAGE! 



ELECTRIC 

SPOT 
REDUCER 






o**£ 





TAKE OFF UGLY FAT! 



Don'f S/ay FAT- Vou Can LOSE 
POUNDS and INCHES SAFELY T A ^ 



YOUR OWN PRIVATE MASSEUR AT HOME 



©UNDERWRITERS 
LABORATORY 
APPROVED 



TRY THE SPOT REDUCER 10 DAYS FREE IN YOUR OWN HOME! 



ALSO USE IT TOR ACH£S AND F 



^ 



CAN'T SLEEP: 



MUSCULAR ACHES: 



USED BY EXPERTS: 



ORDER IT TODAY! 



